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breakfast, and it was not long before they were both
asleep, Bouvard with drooping chin and protruding
stomach, and Pecuchet with his hands over his head
and both elbows on the table.

Often at that moment M. Vaucorbeil, having fin-
ished his morning rounds, would open the door.

"Well, comrades, how goes anatomy?"

"Splendidly," they would answer.

Then he would put questions to them, for the
pleasure of confusing them.

When they were tired of one organ they went
on to another, in this way taking up and then
throwing aside the heart, the stomach, the ear,
the intestines; for the pasteboard manikin bored
them to death, despite their efforts to become inter-
ested in him. At last the doctor came on them sud-
denly, just as they were nailing him up again in his
box.

"Bravo! I expected that."

At their age they could not undertake such studies;
and the smile that accompanied these words wounded
them deeply.

What right had he to consider them incapable?
Did science belong to this gentleman, as if he were
himself a very superior personage ? Then, accepting
his challenge, they went all the way to Bayeux to
purchase books there. What they required was physi-
ology, and a second-hand bookseller procured for
them the treatises of Richerand and Adelon, celebrated
at the period.

All the commonplaces as to ages, sexes, and tem-
peraments appeared to them of the highest impor-
tance. They were much pleased to learn that there
are in the tartar of the teeth three kinds of animal-